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Albert to a cinema.   And still there came no evening sum-
mons to Edward Albert.    What did it mean ?
He brought matters to a crisis. " You're looking fine," he
said.
" I'm getting better."
" You're looking just right.    I'd like to kiss you. . . ."
She raised her eyebrows.
He came to the point.
" Ain't it about time, Evadne ; well—we did something ?"
She had been rehearsing her part in this encounter for some
time. But this opening line didn't fit.
" We aren't going to do something any more," she said.
<e But you're my wife.    You got to do your juty by me."
She shook her head.
" But you got to."
" All that's been changed," she said. " My body belongs
to me and I do what I like with it. And as far as all that
goes, Pve done with you for ever, little man. For ever and
ever and ever."
" You can't do that."
" Nous verrons"
" But	   You're mad.    You're flying in the face of the
laws of Gord and man.    You can't mean it.    No.   And
\vhat are you going to do ?    Go without	   You can't stand
that any more than I can.    Less.    Don't talk rubbish.   Why,
you're obliged to."
" Nothing like trying," she said.
" But you're obliged every way. It's against the law. I
could sue you. There's such a thing as Restitution of Con-
nubial Rights. I've seen it in Lloyd's News. Only the other
day. . . ."
" And what can that do for you., Mr Tewler ? Aren't you
having your connubial rights now ? Don't I keep house for
you, cook for you, cohabit as they say ? But my body is my
own, I tell you. My body is my own. Do you think the
law can send a couple of policemen in here, to assist you in
your—operations—overwhelm me and see that everything
goes off satisfactorily ? Do you imagine that ? "

